JUST  A PLAIN   HERO
was laying out some clothes for me, when Lucy  smooth ing her hand over the sofa-cushion, picks uo                "
to the light an infernal crinkled hair-pin    C white and looked pleadingly at meP   I saw !                court fighting a divorce like the devil;  and then,
,                awful, perspiring silence, my Lucy says —she that
;                worn straight pins all her life:   'James, that is a lazv
(               and careless woman that cares for your rooms    It's three
!                weeks to-day since I left for home, and here is one of
my hair-pins lying on the sofa ever since!'
44 If she had put it in her hair I should have thought her 5                really deceived in the matter, but when she dropped it
\                in the fire, I knew she was just a plain hero!    I walked
j               over and knelt down and said:   ' Thank you, Lucy/ while
I pretended to tie her shoe.    George was so upset that ;               he dropped the studs twice over he was trying to put
j               into a shirt-front.   Oh, I tell you my Lucy can't be beat! "
I                   The time he won the name of " Jubilee Jim," when
I               the whole country was laughing over his triumphant visit
!                to Boston with his regiment, he made this unsmiling ex-
's                planation of the matter:
S                   " Yon sec, ttxc Ninth and I were both tickled over the
i                invitation to visit Boston, and as there were so manv of
;                us I paid the expenses myself.   Being proud of the regi-
\                incut and anxious it should be acquainted with all real
]                American institutions, I arranged  for it to  stay  over
}                Sunday, for there were dozens of the boys who had never
'                even seem a slice of real Boston brown-bread or a crock-
i                baked bean— and a Boston Sunday breakfast was to be
t                the educational feature of the visit.    Everything was
I                lovely, until the Ninth suddenly felt a desire to pray, as
j                well as to eat, and I'll be switched on to a side-track if the
I                minister < >f that big church didn't begin to kick like a steer,
'•                and finally refuse to let us pray in his shop.    Now, if
there's anything that will make a man hot as blazes in a minute, it's choking him off when  he wants to pray. i                Some sharply pointed and peppery words were exchanged
on the subject.   I suppose our numbers rather muddled